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Demon had never quite been the drinking type, 
as he especially didn’t like the symptomst that came afterwards. 


He had better things to do than vomit all day. 


Starchild, however, was the opposite; he loved getting boozed up after a show, with all the bar whores hanging 


on him. 


It made Demon's lip curl and his stomach churn with disgust, especially when he saw how those damn whores 


took advantage of Starchild's drunkenness; asking him personal questions and touching him in places he would 
have slapped them for, had he been sober. 


And, to make it worse, the delusional bastard seemed to enjoy it, for godsakes. 


This time, however, was different, Starchild seemed to be alot more sober than he normally was, and 


distressingly aware of his surroundings. 
He looked around, startled by the girls surrounding him, and looked wildly about for his bandmates. 
He spotted Demon not far off, scowling at him in disgust. 


For the first time, he put two and two together; the way Demon would snap at him, give him the cold 


shoulder, it was all because of this.. 

Did Demon like him? Was that it? 

With sudden guilt, Starchild realized what he was doing, and it made him sick. 

He suddenly began pushing the women aside, managing to drag himself up and stumble away. 


Demon watched in slight surprise as the man stumbled off to the back-to the men's room he gathered- and 


decided to follow him. 

The door to the men's room slammed open and Starchild tumbled in, barely making it to a stall before retching 
into one of the toilets, 

His realization of a moment before intensifying the clench in his gut. 


He didn't feel Demon's hands on his hips, steadying him so he didn't fall. 


It was only after he'd emptied the contents of his stomach and had been reduced to trembles and regret that 


he realized his bandmate was there. 

He turned to face the man before trying to push past, desparate to escape. 

"You alright?" Demon asked, genuinely concerned. 

He held the smaller man back so he couldn't leave. 

"L-let me go, Demon," Starchild stammered, feeling the tears welling up in his eyes. 


"Are. You. Alright?" Demon repeated firmly, taking the man by his shoulders and shaking him lightly. 


"J-just fine," Starchild choked, the tears beginning to roll down his cheeks, taking his mascara and facepaint 
with them in streaks. 


Demon lifted his chin and looked him right in the eyes, making the younger man cry even more profusely as 


the shame he felt looking at Demon became unbearable. 

Starchild pushed the man's hands away and slipped past him, stumbling towards the door. 

Demon stopped him, turning him around, "What's the matter with you?" 

‘I-lm-lm sorry," was all Starchild could manage before the sobs brought him to his knees. 

Demon knelt infront of him and stared. 

It broke him inside seeing his bandmate like this, crumbling before his eyes, and he pulled the man against him. 
After a moment debating what to say, he finally spoke. 

"Forget about it.just stop getting so fucking drunk, alright?" 

At that moment, Starchild realized he was forgiven, and he looked up at the other in gratitude and relief. 

He nodded slightly, sniffing, and wiping at his eyes, smearing his makeup even more. 


"| promise... 


Once, Twice, Never Again 
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Starchild fucked up. 
But he just couldn't help it.when things got tough, he took to alcohol to numb everything for awhile. 
Unfortunately, during his careless, depressed state, he had forgotten his promise to Gene. 


The Starchild drummed his fingers on the bar counter, mind devoid of thought, his tongue sliding over his 
lipstick and liquior coated lips and basking in the alcohol induced nothingness. 


He was abruptly startled out of his delerium when a heavy hand slammed onto his shoulder, and he was 


yanked around to face a very angry Gene. 
"What the hell, Paul?! | thought we agreed you wouldn't fucking do this!" 


The Starchild chewed his lip, trying to find something to say, and Gene pulled him roughly from the stool, 
proceeding to drag him away from the musty, alcohol choked bar and out into the fresh night air. 


Gene shoved his drunk bandmate into the backseat of their rental and slammed the door, getting into the 


driver's side and turning on the engine. 
He waited until he was pulling out of the bar's parking lot and onto the main road before he let loose. 
"What the fuck were you doing, huh?!" he seethed, hands tightening on the steering wheel. 


It was a drunk promise, Genel | didn't mean it!You try being fuckin’ depressed all the time and see how it 


feels!" a sob ended his sentence, and Gene grunted in disgust. 


"That's your excuse for being drunk?? No, Paul, just no. 


"You're a weak little pimp who constantly feels sorry for himself! My God, man you're such a fucking pity 
party! Not everyone is gonna see you pout and snivel and feel sorry for you! And if you expect ME to, you're 
wrong!" 

Paul felt genuinely hurt by this. 

Why was Gene so angry? All he had done was get slightly drunk. Why the big deal? 


He decided not to say anything, and settled down into the backseat to feel even sorrier for himself. 


By the time they reached their private hotel, Starchild was crying big tears of self pity, his makeup streaked 


down his face. 
Gene parked and got out, opening the back door, "Get out you self-pitying twat," he said angrily. 


Paul slowly got out, folding his arms and turning away from Gene as the larger man slammed and locked the 


car doors. 

He followed him up to the main entrance and inside, stumbling a bit in his boots. 

Time seemed to pass mechanically, and Paul scarcely remembered the trek up the halls to their rooms. 
Gene unlocked his door and shoved Paul inside, closing it behind them and locking it. 


While Gene bustled around, Paul wandered into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, swinging his feet 
and biting his lip. 


Gene came in a moment later, pulling up his sleeves. 

"Take your clothes off" 

Paul stared dumbly, “Um, excuse me..?" 

"You heard me. Take them the fuck off. Now. Don't make me say it again" 

The Starchild blinked, then slowly began fumbling with the laces of his shirt. 

Growing impatient, Gene stepped forwards and began quickly removing Paul's clothes, ignoring his protests. 
A moment later Paul sat, completely nude on Gene's bed, shivering a bit and staring ahead dully. 


"Get on the floor, on your knees," Gene demanded, and Paul flushed slightly, before looking up at him. 


"If you wanted to humiliate me, you've done it already. Just stop." Paul mumbled, looking away and hugging 
himself, "isnt it enough that you hurt me verbally?" 


"For god's sake, shut the hell up and get down. Now. " 


Paul knew that the Demon wasn't playing, and whereas Gene could be nice and all, when he got angry, he could 


kill. 

Paul slowly slid off the bed and onto his knees, tears forming in his eyes. 

Why was Gene doing this to him? 

He felt Gene grab his arms and pull them behind him, and then cuffs clicked shut over his wrists. 
Paul immediately tried to pull on them and yelped, as the cuffs had studs lining the inside. 


He was pushed forwards and he lost balance, front half tipping forwards, and he winced as his chin his the 


floor. 


Blood rushed to his face when he realized his bare ass was still up, and he tried to pull himself upright, only to 
be met with something sharp striking his back. 


He cried out, feeling an instant pain shoot up his spine. 

He realized Gene had his studded belt, and that must have been what hit him. 

He squirmed a bit, "You wouldn't!" he choked, and Gene huffed, "I can and | will. " 

The Demon secured a strip of cloth over Paul's mouth, and then picked the belt up again. 


When Paul heard the whistling sound, he knew it was coming, yet he still gasped when the studded leather 
struck his skin. 


Ore. Paul whined and balled his fists behind him. 

Two. He bit down on the gag, squeezing his eyes shut 

Three. He gasped again, trying not to cry out 

Four. This one was harder than the others, and he finally let out a small yelp. 


Five. Even harder. His legs began to tremble. 


Six. Tears formed in his eyes and he strained at the cuffs, wincing in agony as the studs bit into his wrists. 


Seven. He couldn't take it anymore. He leaned out of the way, jumping when the belt missed and struck the 


floor. 
He was surprised when he wasn't hit again, and heard Gene walking away. 
He hoped it was over. 


Much to his dismay, it wasn't. Not even a little bit. 


A moment later he was yanked up and Gene secured something around his neck, it was a studded dog 


collar..however the studs were on the inside. 
(| know, wtf is with all the studs??) 


Gene grasped Paul's chin and glared into his eyes, "You just made things a whole lot worse for yourself.” 


Punishment of Severity 
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Paul swallowed hard as he stared up at Gene, 


tears still rolling down his cheeks. 
The Demon yanked the gag off. 


Paul became alarmed as the man straightened up and began unfastening his pants, and began to stammer out 


a response. 
"Shut up," Gene snapped, sliding his pants down over his hips and grasping Paul by the hair. 
He yanked him up close so his chin was against the larger man's groin. 


"Listen, you little bitch..you're gonna suck it, you hear me? 


"And if you do a good job, | might go a little easy on you. If you don't..well, things are gonna get alot worse." 
Paul felt tears well in his eyes. 


Why would he do this? Gene was his friend, his bandmate..now he was humiliating him and treating him like 
shit! 


"Did you not hear me?!" Gene growled, and Paul snapped out of his thoughts. 
He swallowed his pride and fear and slowly lowered his head, sliding his tongue over the man's endowment. 


The damn bastard was hard as a rock, and Paul couldn't decide whether the Demon was turned on from the 


pain he had inflicted on his bandmate or just the thought of bj by a man 

Gene tightened his grip on Paul's hair, "Don't fuck around with me," he warned 

Paul took a deep breath, then slowly wrapped his lips around the man's member, sucking lightly. 

Gene, ever the impatient SOB, forced Paul's head down, making him take half of his length 

Paul squirmed as Gene's cock struck the back of his throat, and suddenly became scared again 

The man was only halfway in and already hitting the back of his throat.was he going to try to make it fully? 


Paul didn't have to wait long for the answer; 


Gene pulled back and pushed in again, growling in annoyance. 


"Open it the fuck up already," he demanded, and Paul realized if he didn't relax and open his fear-constricted 


throat, it would hurt alot worse. 


He breathed in through his nose and concentrated on relaxing his throat, fearing another reprimand from Gene 


the longer it took. 


The moment Gene sensed that Paul had relaxed, he jerked his head down, thrusting up into his mouth at the 


same time and causing the smaller man to choke and gag violently. 

He took advantage of Paul's gag reflex and began thrusting, cursing under his breath. 

Poor Paul couldn't breathe, he couldn't get away, he could only suffer as the man continued his brutal attack 
Just when Paul feared he might pass out, it was over. 

Gene came feircely, and Paul jerked as the heat shot down his throat, making him swallow. 

Gene released him, staggering back a few steps and huffing. 

Paul choked and coughed, tears streaming down his face as he struggled to breathe. 


By the time he had caught his breath, Gene had recovered from his euphoria and was staring down at him. 


"P-Please," Paul wheezed, "don't. can't take anymore." 
Gene slowly walked around behind him, and a moment later Paul felt the cuffs being slid off. 


Gene picked the man up and tossed him onto the bed, pulling the rest of his clothes off before climbing onto 
thr bed as well 


Paul backed up a bit as Gene reached for him, and yelped as the man grabbed his legs and dragged him close. 
Gene hoisted Paul's legs over his shoulders and bent down, trailing his tongue up the man's thigh. 
Paul shuddered despite his previous terror and pain, and arched up off the bed, "Aghk!" 


Gene slowly slid his tongue lower..lower..until he reached Paul's sudden arousal, which he gently fastened his 


teeth onto. 


Paul gasped, expecting him to bite harder, but was relieved when he didn't, and slowly he relaxed back down 
into the sheets. 


Gene released his jaws and licked Paul's cock a few times before lowering his head further. 


Paul cried out as Gene's infamous tongue thrust into his entrance, curling and twisting its way deeper and 


deeper. 


He instantly forgot everything else- his pain, his fear- as that damned tongue slid even further and brushed 
his prostate. 


"Fuck, Gene! Ohmygod," he breathed, twisting and gripping the sheets, his toes curling almost painfully as 


pleasure washed over him. 


Gene pulled away, emitting a whine of dismay from Paul, and reached towards him, lifting his head and placing a 
firm hand behind it, holding him still as he pressed two fingers to Paul's red lips. 


"Suck on them," he commanded, but in a soft tone, not a cruel or angry one. 
Paul slowly opened his mouth, letting the other man's digits slide inside. 
He ran his tongue over them before sucking lightly, moaning a bit in anticipation. 


Gene held him steady, rubbing his fingertips over Paul's tongue and feeling contented when the smaller man 


squi rmed. 


"Better coat ‘em good," he murmured, again in his new, soft tone, and Paul nodded, coating them in saliva 


When Gene decided they were wet enough, he removed them from Paul's mouth and released him, returning 


his attention to his bandmate's nether regions. 


Paul gasped as Gene pressed his fingers to his entrance, biting his lip as he slowly fed them in, pushing deeper 
continuously till he had them in fully. 


Gene worked Paul's virgin ass carefully, his other hand sliding up the man's chest. 
Paul whimpered, his own hands sliding up and onto his bandmate's strong arm, holding it tightly. 


After an excruciatingly long time Gene added a third finger, continuing his painstaking process for a few 


minutes longer. 


Finally he withdrew his fingers, causing Paul to whine at the emptiness, and lifted the man's legs off his 
shoulders, pulling him close to his chest. 


He looked down at him, into the soft brown doe eyes, and saw longing, and what might have been love. 
He guided Paul onto his knees, running his hand down his back before gently caressing his ass. 


"You better buckle up, kiddo, you're going for a ride." 


Goin’ For A Ride... 


Author's Notes: 

Hey everyonel 

Glad to have 92 hits so far! Shoutout to my two fans, Mellon and shonmoccles,and also having 3 reviews! 
You guys rock, | won't let ya downl 


On a side note, isn't it cool that if the real KISS members asked for this to be removed, it would be? Like wow, 
what if they found this site? We're dead. 
This fic is over, | think, as it was mainly intended as a smut, but if you want me to continue, please, PLEASE 


pm me with ideas! | need to socialize, i need your help, guys! This chapter though ended on a funny note. 


Anyhow, you guys mean the world to me, | honestly feel like Starchild with real fans! ROCK AN ROLL ALL 
NIGHT! 


Paul buried his face against Gene's shoulder. 


The Demon was slowly, slowly pushing into him and Paul felt a slight burning sensation as he was stretched 


farther open. 


As the larger man sheathed himself inside him, Paul whimpered and squirmed in discomfort, nails digging into 


Gene's shoulders. 
"Shh, focus on relaxing.It will get better," Gene murmured, rubbing Paul's back gently. 


After a few moments of waiting, he slowly pulled almost completely out before shoving back in, making Paul 


shout. 


To silence him, the larger man leaned forward and kissed him, distracting the Starchild from the pain with his 


expert tongue. 
Paul gasped, then leaned into him, relaxing as he slid his tongue up against Gene's. 
As their kissing became feverish, Gene began to move, slowly at first then picking up the pace. 


He wrapped his arms around Paul and leaned forwards until the smaller man's back was pressed to the bed, 


giving him more access and an easier angle. 


Paul clung to the man above him, his legs bouncing into the air repeatedly as Gene thrust faster. 


He gasped when Gene's huge erection ground his prostate, and he broke off the kiss, gasping and panting. 
"6-Gene! Fuck! Ahnnn~!" 
Gene groaned, murmuring something undecernable as he kissed and bit Paul's long neck. 


As Gene thrust, Paul's hips began sliding up and down against his abdomen, the precum that he was leaking 


excessively making him slide. 

Heat began to pool in the pit of Paul's stomach, and he writhed, feeling his climax nearing. 

As the Starchild opened his mouth to cry out, Gene kissed him deeply, stealing the cry right from his mouth. 
Paul's eyes widened as Gene stole his breath, and broke away, panting and coming back for more. 

Gene looked down at him, hips still pushing forwards, forcing the smaller man closer and closer. 


The two continued to wrangle eachother's mouths as pleasure built between them, and then Paul gasped, eyes 


wide, going completely still 
He looked right at Gene, breath coming in short little gasps as he neared the edge. 


Gene held him tighter, pinning him down against the sheets and pummeling into him, making the kinda crappy 
bed frame creak with the fury of his thrusts. 


"Ohhh~G-Gene-l-l'm-" Paul choked out between gasps, legs clenching around Gene's waist. 


The intensity of his climax hit him like a brick, and he was left frozen in place, mouth agape, eyes wide as the 
ecstacy roiled through him. 


He felt his seed shoot out in hot spurts, moments before Gene emptied his own load into him, and his eyes 


rolled back in euphoria. 
After a few moments of panting and gasping, Gene pulled out of Paul and sat up, regaining equilibrium. 


He helped his trembling bandmate climb under the covers and slid under with him, pulling him close and moving 


his damp hair out of his face. 


Paul knew his makeup was so distressingly messed up, and he felt like hiding his face in the pillow forever, but 
Gene lifted his chin, looking into his brown doe eyes, and said; "Paul.| know | kinda hurt you back there-" 


Paul reached up and put a finger over his bandmate's lips, "Shh.Don't" 


Gene, who normally hated being shut up, was actually okay with this, and nodded. 


Paul smiled and rested his hand on Gene's neck, sighing deeply and closing his eyes. 


Twenty minutes later, when all was quiet and the two were drifting off sleep, something woke Gene up 
immediately. 


"Paul..We have an interview on the late night show in one hour." 


(The end. For now) 


Late Night Show 
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"Aaaaaaaaaand, welcome to the Late Night Show Live! Heeeeeeere's your host, Roz Kurtsooooooon!" 
The Host trotted out onto the stage, smiling and waving as the audience cheered. 


He sat down and turned to them. 


"Hello, you night-owl's and insomniacs! | bet you're all waiting for the surprise we advertised last week! Well, 


you're all in for a treat!" 

The audeince waited. 

"Meet the hottest band in the land, KISS!" 

Everyone shrieked and cheered as the Rock Gods came onstage, all dressed up and wearing their makeup. 


They took the seats that the attendants offered, Paul being the most relieved as he was still sore from his 


and Gene's..adventure. 


"Thanks for coming tonight, it's such an honor to have you all here!" Roz said, and each member took the 


microphones given to them. 


“Thanks for HAVING us here tonight," Paul said, crossing his legs. 


‘Our pleasure! So, Starchild, what's up you look a little.starry-eyed," Kurtson joked. 
Paul chuckled, "I was sleeping before we came here." 

The crowd laughed, and Paul grinned at them. 

"Well, we're sorry to wake youl" Kurtson apologized. 

* KK K 

When the hour was almost up, Kurtson turned back to the audience, "Alrighty, now as always, we're gonna do 
a short Q¢A, using questions from the audience! Anything you all wanna ask KISS?" 
Kurtson asked, and the audience cheered loudly. 

Someone in the back handed a paper to an attendant, whom brought it up to Kurtson. 
"Michelle from Alabama asks, ‘Is Starchild married?" 

Paul shifted a bit in his seat, and Spaceman took the opportunity to laugh hysterically. 
"No, no I'm not married, but | am currently..occupied.." he said, biting his lip. 

"Well how nice! Who's the lucky lady?" Kurtson asked, sitting forwards. 


Paul's eyes widened, "Pardon?" 


Gene snorted knowingly and Kurtson repeated the question, "I said who's the lucky lady? That you're occupied 
with?" 


Paul put a finger to his lips, "Not tellin." 

‘Oooh, a secret! How mysterious! Next question?" 

Another paper was handed up. 

"Anonymous asks, ‘Are any of you gay?" 

All four members just kind of paused before answering. 

"Uh, no, no | am just into the ladies." Paul said after a moment, followed by Catman and Spaceman agreeing. 


Demon grinned wickedly, "Bi, gay, straight, that's up to you guys." 


The audience cheered at that, and Kurtson laughed. 
"Linda from Oklahoma asks, ‘Can you give me and my sister Kendra a shout-out?" 


Paul grinned, "Of course!" He stood up and tugged his vest open, revealing his chest, and the audience freaked 


out. 

"SHOUT OUT TO LINDA AND KENDRA, YOU GUYS ARE AMAZING, WHOO!" he shrieked before sitting back down. 
Everyone had to take a minute to stop laughing and screaming, and then another question was asked. 

"Which song of your own do each of you like best?" 

Paul cocked his head, "| would have to say ‘Rock Hard," he grinned, and winked at the audience. 

"God of Thunder", Gene said, grinning impishly. 

Spaceman though a moment before saying, "Rock'N'Roll All Night" 

Catmsn drummed his hands on his knees, "Beth." 

Everyone laughed. 

Time flew by and the last question was asked; "Can you sing a capella or rap'?" 


All four members grinned, and Paul nodded, "Yea, we've done it before. Though it'd take us some time to work 


on an a capella, so we'll get on it. However we won't disappoint you!" 
The crowds whooped and cheered as Paul stood up. 

"Rock, fame, 

we play the game, 

no stoppin’ now, droppin’ out, 


inside we're all the same 


Ooops, went outta line, all of this rhymes, | been over the words in my head about a hundred thousand times, 


heart cold € black as the underground mines 


Step back, now reverse, all of it hurts, 


I'm tellin’ you now, these feelin’s truly are the worst 


Rope too tight, cuts too deep, pills on the table gonna put us all to sleep 


There's no way out, someday we're all gonna die, 


how is doin’ it to ourselves some sort of crime? 
[Gene] 
Snap back to reality, you're falling, there's gravity, you can't destroy yourself, so ya keep on cowerin,, 


if the devil's what works, you better bow down to ‘im, cause its much too late to escapse from the power, 


an- 

[Ace ¢ Peter] 

You better listen to the music, 
cause it's all that's saving you now 
You better listen to the music, 
the dark is draggin’ you downl 
[Paul] 


Who-o-0-0-0-0-0-0-0, yea-ea-heaaaaah! 


The crowd all rose to their feet, cheering and screaming as the four all caught their breaths. 


When everything was calm Kurtson spoke, "Wow, that was amazing, did you come up with that on the spur of 


the moment?" 


"Well," Paul began, still panting slightly, "yea, actually. However the gist of the lyrics and the last bit we're 


gonna be used for an actual song, so we had a lil bit worked out." 
"Well, that's the brilliance of KISS, for you, people!” Kurtson said exuberantly, guesturing to the band. 
Everyone cheered. 


"Well, hate to say it but time's up, we'll see you all next week on the Late Night Show Live! Say goodnight to 
KISS, people!" 


Everyone waved and cheered as the four waved and headed behind the curtain. 


"Good night, folks, it was great to have everybody here tonight! See you next week!" 


The host got up and waved before heading backstage, and the attendants waited till the crowds had left before 
turning off the cameras and shutting everything down. 


